I most say it made one think a bit. When we got to the
coast of Sweden we ran into cloud, and the pilot decided
that It was best to keep under the clouds- So we flew
steadily at around 1,000 feet, sometimes completely blind
for several minutes at a time* It was getting pretty dark
by this time, but I was just able to see the coast of Finland
after we had been flying for about an hour and a half.
As soon as we reached the coast the pilot changed course,
and how on earth he managed to find his way over a
country which to me looked exactly the same the whole
way, I shall never know.
It was a bleak, snow-covered, frozen countryside. Just
forest and frozen lakes—lakes and forest. I don't know
much about the technical side of flying myself, but an
American doctor who was sitting next to me, and who
told me he piloted his own plan* in America, said It was
the nicest piece of navigation he'd ever seen in his life.
Well, after we had been changing course and dodging
about for twenty minutes or so, I saw a small light
winking out of a clump of pine trees. It was the first
sign of life Fd seen since we'd been over Finland.
Evidently the pilot made some kind of answering signal,
because almost at once the light went out, and then,
after a few minutes, another one appeared, and the same
thing happened; and then another and another, until
suddenly I saw the notice flashed in the plane: * Landing
—fasten your belts/
There was absolutely no sign of a landing-field or
airport or anything, and just how or where the pilot
proposed to land seemed a complete mystery. But, sure
enough, he begapt to circle and get down to a few hundred
feet, and then quite suddenly there was a blaze of light and
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